76 was a simple man, upright and noble, with a surface
loyalty to czardom, yet feeling in his heart a certain
sympathy with the ideal motives of his charges, a cer-
tain pity for them. He often spoke of them as "these
noble and unhappy people." Though he knew the ter-
rible punishment that would be meted out to him if
he were discovered, he supplied a complete list of all
the prisoners at Pavilion X for every issue of Robotnik;
the gendarmes were furious, but never discovered how
the paper got such accurate information. He never re-
fused little favors to Madame Paszkowska, such as car-
rying cards to prisoners and from them to her—cards
that apparently bore only some family news or a few
words of encouragement and comfort. A card or two,
he would say, would never permit a man to escape from
the Citadel.
The warder would go into a cell and put down his
cap, or his matchbox if he lighted a cigarette. Some-
thing in his eyes told the prisoner there was a message
for him, in the box or under the band of the cap. He
would go on to another cell and later return to pick
up his belongings—not the same box, but another the
prisoner had ready for him, with messages for his fam-
ily or for party friends.
Some of the notes from cell thirty-nine, written on
the red paper of cigarette boxes, traveled to the Polish
exiles in London. One was a rhyme describing the visit
of the gendarmes to the printing shop in Lodz, That
allayed their anxiety, for it showed his state of mind.
Madame Paszkowska went to consult a noted Warsaw
doctor who, though not a member of the P. P. S. himself,
knew something of the work Pilsudski had been doing
and appreciated it. He agreed to help and dictated to
her instructions which were relayed to Pilsudski through
Sidelnikow. "Pretend madness," was the message he
received one day. Detailed suggestions followed, changed
from time to time.

